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Collars and Cuffs 


"Ooofl" 

Gravel bit into his face and a knee in the back forced him down, the full weight of his band mate behind it. 
"You're no better than a fuckin’ dog, Mustaine." 

The words were spat in his ear, warm breath tickling his face. He just growled, a deep, guttural sound. Like he 
cared how he acted. No one else seemed to. There was only one person who was bothered about his actions. 
Yeah, they all wanted to get to the same place. Yeah, they all wanted to be riding the high life. And they were 
getting there. So what did it matter if he fucked up occasionally. 


"Every fuckin’ day," James hissed in his ear. "Every fuckin’ day you fuckin’ go and fuck up. Wanna give it a 
break, huh?" 


Face still pressed to the ground, Dave chuckled. "You don't fuckin’ own me, Hetfield" 


He almost flinched when James bent lower, face snarling in his own "We'll see about that" 


woun 


Sitting on the porch, a beer in one hand, Dave stared at the setting sun, the gashes on his face as red and as 
hot as it was. It was beautiful, the way it dipped beneath the houses, painting the sky an array of oranges and 
reds. But that wasn't what was on his mind. 


We'll see about that. 


James' words played over and over, a never-ending record. Each rotation only got to him more, digging into 


him like claws. Never had James reacted like that and it scared him. 
Almost. 


He wasn't going to let a little fight scare him. They fought every day. Hell, it wasn't unusual for them to throw 
each other against walls in violent outbursts of power play. Both of them wanted to be on top, but only one of 
them could be there. 


And its gonna be me. Dave snickered and took a swig of beer. There was no way in Hell he was going to let 
James win. No chance in Hell. He was going to be top dog whether Hetfield and his mouthy troll liked it or not. 


This was his band as much as it was theirs. 


Again he snickered, a harsh sound like rustling leaves. He'd be on top even if it meant kicking James’ legs apart 
and fucking him raw. He nodded to himself and saluted the sun. Now that was something he might have to try. 


Suddenly his head was yanked back, hair pulled taunt. From above, James snarled at him, face twisted with the 
anger of someone who'd had a few drinks and been able to mull things over. Howling in pain, he was dragged to 
his feet and hauled into the rundown house. Empty bottles, dirty clothes and the detritus of an ill-kept house 
were kicked away. Reaching above him, he wound a hand into the mass of blonde hair and heaved James 
against a wall. Snarling and spitting, they glared at each other. Neither let go, not wanting to be the first to 


back down. 
Grabbing James’ jaw, he dragged his nails down the stubbly skin. "What the fuck do you think you're doin'?!" 


He was flipped around, his face crushed to the wall and the breath forced from him. When his arm was 
twisted tightly behind him, a tiny kernel of panic began to rise. Something was wrong. Very wrong. 


James snarled in his face, warm droplets of spittle hitting his face. "Doir! what | should have done a long 
fuckin’ time ago." 


"Which is?" 


James didn't answer, instead dragging him from the wall. A door was kicked open and Dave found himself 


sprawling over the filthy mattress. Behind him the door was slammed shut and there was the sound of 
something heavy being rammed against it. 


Recovering himself, he looked over his shoulder. James loomed over him, scarily tall and imposing. For the first 
time something akin to fear bolted through him. He'd awakened the djinn and it was coming to grant of all his 


darkest, and most perverse, wishes. 

When his eyes fell on what dangled from James’ hands, his heart stilled, the cold chill of fear growing. For 
once, he remained quiet as the blonde man knelt before him, one hand wrapping around his hair and exposing 
his throat. Eyes scruntised him, taking him in like he was a cut of prime meat. Dave shivered, his skin tingling. 
There was something in the air, something far more powerful than either of them knew how to control. It was 
as if their spirits had taken leave of their bodies and were hanging over them, orchestrating them. 

Fingers wrapped around his throat, stroking in sweeping, possessive movements. Dave trembled beneath the 
touches, eyes falling closed as he softly whined. Never had he heard himself make such a noise, and he hoped 


he would never hear it again. But here, held before his band mate, it seemed fitting. 


Beneath the hard gaze, Dave felt himself begin to crumble. The fight drained away, leaving a growling man in 


its wake. Again his hair was pulled and his voice rose to a snarl. 
Before he could take a breath, James moved and Dave found himself face down on the makeshift bed, arms 
pulled behind him. He tried to get to his feet but James’ weight held him down. Panic began to rise as he heard 


the all too familiar sound of handcuffs. A second later and the cold steel bracelets bit into his wrists. 


There was a chuckle and he looked over his shoulder. His whole body ached from an afternoon of being 


slammed around. But that wasn't what worried him. 
What worried him was James and the leather strap which dangled from his fingers. 
"You know, | always knew you'd look hot like that." 


Dave felt his eyes widen and his jaw drop. Slowly his mouth was going from sandpaper to Death Valley dry. "| 
know Lars dabbles in that shit, but.." 


Planting his hands on his hips, James roared with laughter. "Shit, Mustaine, you really must be as blind as the 
chicks that you bang." 


That was enough to send the panic to anger and Dave struggled to his feet, lip curled back and teeth bared. 
James laughed again. "What you gonna do, Mustaine, take a swing at me?" 


"Fuck youl" He could feel the colour rising to his face. 


"No. But I'm gonna fuck you. Just after I've give you an early Christmas gift.” 


He held up the leather strap and Dave felt his eyes bug. It was a dog collar, crisp and brand new. The only 
exception was the complex locking system and the tiny brass plate. He could just make out the words engraved 


on it: Mustaine. Property of J Hetfield If found, call 555-894- 732 


He wasn't going to give into this shit without a fight. Struggling to keep his balance, he rushed the blonde man, 
slamming him into the wall and adding a knee to his groin for good measure. James' voice pitched into a howl 
and Dave found himself stumbling back. Wobbling, he took aim again, only to find himself tossed to the bed. 
Kicking and struggling, he was forced onto his front. Hell, he should just move onto the fucking bed and be done 
with it! Hands slid around his throat and he heard himself howl as the soft leather circled his skin. It tightened 
and he choked as the mechanism clicked and locked. Anger and hurt stirred through him. He thought they were 


brothers, a kindred spirit. Instead he was being forced to his knees and collared for all to see. 
Yet, beneath it all, dark desires, ones which dared not speak their name, began to snake through him. A murky 
warmth began to fill him and he struggled to his knees. James stood over him, arms folded over his chest and 


chuckling. 


"Mine now," he hissed. "All mine. You're gonna do as | say. Fuck up and I'll make you wish you'd never been 


born" 


Licking his lips, Dave sat back on his heels and stared up into glazed eyes. He could feel an expectant lump 
growing in his throat, his breath coming in short pants. 


Finally, he whispered, "Whatever you want.. Master." 
The angel and the demon, it seemed, had switched roles and a hand landed in his fiery hair, roughly tussling it. 


"Good" His eyes followed James’ fingers to his trousers. There was the rasp of a zipper and tight jeans were 


forced down slender legs. "First, get suckin." 


He didn't know what drove him. Didn't know what forced him to take his band mate's cock in his mouth. It 
should have repulsed him. Should have had him biting it off and called James a fag. But the dynamics had 


changed and it suddenly seemed as normal as breathing. 

Sighing, he closed his eyes as a hand wound into his hair, forcing his mouth further down James’ cock It felt 
strange but, boy, was it turning him on. His jeans grew even tighter, the material cruelly teasing him. 
Fruitlessly he struggled with the cuffs, whining. The hand just forced him lower and he tried not to choke. 


"You can keep that up," James’ voice was almost a whine. 


Thinking back to all the pornos he'd seen, Dave closed his mouth and wound his tongue around the throbbing 


erection. Somewhere above him, James moaned, alternating between pulling and pushing on his head. Not that 


he cared, he'd always been a sucker for pain, it just made him even harder. 


Scraping his teeth along James’ cock was all it took to send him over the edge. He gagged, slightly shocked, as 
come hit the roof his mouth. For a moment, James swayed before he sagged to his knees. Grinning, he fumbled 
beneath the mattress and pulled out a leash. Chuckling, Dave slid closer, head cocked as the clasp clicked to the 
collar. Hungrily he licked the last of James’ come from his lips. 


"Well." James gave an experimental tug that he was only too happy to follow. "Didn't take you long did it?" 


All he could do was snicker, his cock painfully hard and screaming for release. It was pressed against his 
stomach, pools of pre-cum slicking his skin. Yanking the lead, James forced their lips together and he gave in, 
gave himself over to the angel haired musician. Whining, he crawled closer, their lips battling for domination 
Hot, heated kisses were exchanged, tongues sliding over each other, Dave tasting James. Teeth tore at supple 
skin, blood dotting their tongues while James held the leash taunt. 


And then he was on his knees, face pressed into the pillow and his ass in the air. His jeans were ripped from 
his legs and he howled when James roughly mounted him, the pain a stabbing blur. James held onto the leash 
as he thrust into him, pulling his head back with each rough stab. The mix of pleasure and pain was divine, a 
mix he had searched for and never found. He'd searched every gutter, seedy bar porno theatre for it. Yet it 
was James who fed it to him, James who carried him to the stars. He groaned and howled, begged to be 


allowed to come. 


Hands roughly gripped his hips, nails scrapping his skin. James bawled his name and, in return, Dave screamed 
his band mate's name. They didn't care who heard. They didn't care who saw. They were locked in their own, 


private world A world which no other would understand. 


The position he held, the biting pain of the cuffs, it all added to the heady rush. Dave could feel it balling inside 
of him, a tightness which demanded release. He felt James bend over him and soft lips kiss the dip of his back 
Mewling, he trembled beneath them, his voice quietering as he softly begged for release. Instead of a reply, 
teeth nipped at his flesh. 


Fingers wrapped around his cock and Dave gratefully bucked his hips, pumping into the hand. Every nerve 
tingled, all of them focused on his groin and the teasing hand. His dick throbbed beneath the rough fingers, 
winding higher and pushing him harder. Behind him, James growled, deep and guttural before biting him again. 


‘Come on, Mustaine. You know you wanna fuckin’ come." 


That was all it took for his world to explode. His body tightened and he mumbled a strangled "Master". A fluid 


warmth filled him and the hands stroked over his ass, James softly purring. Panting, he slowly sank to the bed, 
stretching himself over it. Fulfilled, thats how he felt, a feeling he'd not felt in a long time. 


James lay beside him, a smile on his lips. A shiny key was held in front of his face and, tiredly, Dave smiled. 
Leaning closer, James flicked his wrist and the cuffs were pulled away. Sighing with relief, he rubbed his wrists 


before draping an arm around James. 


Something.. he realised what it was now. Love, respect, pride. That was what he felt. It had been there all the 
time, feelings he'd pushed away and hidden. Now it flooded through him in crashing waves. He could feel the 
beginning of tears prickling his eyes but he refused to let them fall. He'd found his place, a peaceful home that 
had always been standing in front of him. 


James' eyes sparkled, completely changed from only moments before. A smile cracked his sore lips and Dave 


felt himself melt. 

"Feel better?" 

He nodded, brushing strands of brash hair from his eyes. 

"| always knew you had it in it you. Just had to find it" James winked and gestured him closer. 

Shuffling nearer, Dave draped his arms around the blonde's neck, wrapping his fingers in soft, sun-kissed hair. 
A hand came to his face, stroking gently and he closed his eyes, a smile on his lips. The fingers travelled over 
his cheek, along his jaw and to the thick band of the collar. They hooked over it and tugged, threatening to 
strangle him. Growling, he fought for a second before falling into James’ arms. Submissiveness didn't feel so 


strange after all. In fact, it felt completely right. 


It would just have to stay their dirty little secret. 


~~~ The End ~~~ 


